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party. The Commandant flourishing his nobility	You'll
have to give your Plato a rest on Friday afternoon."
The first dinner-bell was ringing and officers were mov-
ing across the courtyard on their way to the messroom.
"Look," Ballater exclaimed, "Ferrard and Gestable
prospecting again."
"Prospecting? For what?"
"Escape. . . . D'you think they'll ever do it?" he added
to Herriot, who had come up at Lewis's side. Herriot threw
a glance over his shoulder at Ferrard.
"No," he said. "They're non-starters. They talk too
much. This escaping business is becoming a disease with
some people," he went on, taking Lewis's arm as they
moved off towards the messroom.
"All the same," Ballater put in, "I suppose it is our job
to get out if we can."
Herriot turned on him with a sneer. "I dare say it is
for those that haven't a mind of their own. But I scheme
to get out because I personally want to get out—not be-
cause my country needs me. Flying happens to be my job
and I can't do it here. But if my job were to study Plato,
I'd study Plato and be thankful. These boys intent on be-
ing heroes with wire-cutters sent out to them in cakes—
it's all cant, though they don't know it. There are only
two ways out of this place, anyhow, and they'll never use
either of them."
"What are the two ways?" Ballater asked.
"One is to bribe the whole guard on the bridge. You
need money for that—more than I've got. There's one
other way."
"Do you know it?"
"I do; but I'm not ready." Suddenly, with a pressure
of his arm, Herriot drew Lewis out of the little stream of
men wandering in to dine. "Look here, Alison," he said.
"After the war, let's meet. I may be through with flying
then." He put his foot on a wooden bench that stood out-
side the messroom, and smoothed out a piece of paper
on his knee. "I shall get out, and I'll tell you how. Read
that."

